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 ǯȱȱȱȱ ȱȱȱǯȱȱȱȱ
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sents  another  year’s  growth  that  both  changes  and  strengthens  the  
 ǯȱ













membering   the   small   things,  a   charcoal  drawing  of  a  president,  a  
ęȱȱȱȬǰȱȱȱǯ












feels  funny,  to  read  other  girls’  stories  and  see  myself  in  them,  the  





The  mail  scale  that  you  used  to  weigh  portions  of  cereal  and  rice,  
¢ȱȱȱȱȱȱǯȱȱȱȱ ¢ȱȱ
ȱȱęȱ¢ȱȱȱĴȱȱȱȱȱ-­‐‑






head  behind  a  stack  of  chemistry  textbooks  and  English  novels,  sip-­‐‑
ping  ice  water  because  you’re  afraid  to  walk  to  the  snack  bar  and  
¢Ȃȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱǯȱ ȱ ȱȱ
ȱ¢ǰȱȱǯȱ
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The  frog  squats  on  a  water-­‐‑splashed  stone  
ȱȱȱǯ







like  a  fetus  splayed
presses  her  dull  knife  to  his  freckled  throat
ȱȱǯȱȱ ȱȱ
to  choose  to  starve  to  beg  
forgiveness  but  if  she  does  
his  death  will  always  lie  behind  her  eyes
so  she  presses  harder,  cracking
windpipe,  shredding  tendons
for  a  long  time  horrible
until  at  last  he  lies  gaping  
ȱǯ
She  lays  his  legs  on  a  rock  
and  watches  them  dry
and  watches  them
dry  and  washes  her  hands  in  icy  water
looks  up
at  linen  sky
No one knows what happens on the 
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Ravens  come  to  roost,
talons  deep-­‐‑digging  your  lungs,





but  when  their  grip  tightens
you  let  them  have  their  way
and  stumble  through  your  days,







surprised  no  one  sees  
ȱȱȱȱȱ ǯ
ȱȱȂȱȱǰ












The Purpose of Some Ravens




was  a  framed  motivational  poster  on  the  wall  showing  a  breaching  
 ǯȱȱȱǰȱȃȱȱȱěǰȱ ȱȱ
achieve  the  impossible!”  Tim  found  himself  idly  wondering  what  
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ǯȱȃȱȱ ȱǯȱȱȱȱȱ ȱ





ȱ Ğȱ¢ȱ ȱ ȱ ǯȱ ȃǰȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ
ǯȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱȱ ǯȱȱ¢ȱ ȱ
ȱȱęǯȱȂȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ
ȱȱȱǵȄ
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ȱ ȱ£ǰȱ¢ǰȱȱȱȱ¢ȱǯȱ-­‐‑
where,  sometime,  that  feeling  of  youthful  invulnerability  had  aban-­‐‑








ing  the  sun  rise  over  an  oily  ocean  while  their  dates  gave  blow  jobs  
to  some  music  producer  with  a  great  weed  connection  but  still  be-­‐‑
ȱȱ ȱǯȱȱȱ ȱ ȱȱȱęȱǯȱ











ȱȱ ȱȱȱ ȱȱ ȱȱȱȱĴȱȱȱ
ȱȱȱ¢¢ȱǰȱȱ ¢ȱȂȱȱȱȱȱȱ ȱ








seemed  ironic  and  crazy,  almost  hip  in  its  hilarious  dysfunctional-­‐‑
ity,  that  job,  the  job  he  had  to  get  back  to,  the  job  that  had,  he  now  
realized,  become  disturbingly  permanent,  that  was  even  now,  hor-­‐‑
¢¢ǰȱ¢ȱȱȱǲȱȱȱȂȱěȱȱǰȱ
and  it  didn’t  pay  very  well  either,  and  if  Mediwell  was  really  going  
to  give  him  the  coverage  they  promised  at  the  price  they  promised,  
 ǰȱȱ ȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ ȱ¢ǰȱȱęȱ
ǰȱȱȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱ¢ǯ
   Marty  was  looking  at  him,  rocking  slowly  back  and  forth  in  
8 | santa clara review
ȱǯȱȃ¢ȱȱȱȱȱĴȱȱǰȄȱȱǯȱȃȱȱȱ
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ĴȱȱȱȬǰȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱ¢ȱ ȱ












 ȱ ȱ ȱ ¢ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ
ȱȱǵȄȱȱǯ
ȱ ¢ȱ ȱ ǯȱ ȃȱȱ¢ȱ ȱǰȱ
ȱĴȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ¢ǯȱȱ ǰȱ ȱ ȱȱ ǯȱ
ȱǰȱ ȱ ǰȱ ȱ ȱǯȱ¢ȱ ȱ ǯȱ Ȃȱ
ȱŗŖŗǯȱǰȱȱ¢ȱȱȱǵȄ
*  *  *
   Tim  sat  on  the  bus  back  to  work,  distinctly  aware  of  the  vial  
ȱȱȱȱǯȱȱ¢ȂȱĜǰȱȱȱ ȱȱȱ
them  into  a  wastebasket  or  maybe  give  them  to  the  chemically  ad-­‐‑
ȱ ȱ ȱȱȱ ǯȱȱ ȱȱ








that  she  was  a  thin,  depressive  goth  girl  who  spent  her  leisure  time  
 ȱȱȱ ȱȱȱȱȱ ȱ ȱǯȱ
ȱȱȱ ȱȱǯȱȱ ȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ
center  and  appeared  to  be  the  only  person  who  could  stand  work-­‐‑
ȱȱȱȱȱ¡ȱǯȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ
ȱȱȱęȱȱȱȱ ȱȱȱ ȱȱȱ-­‐‑




people,  except  for  the  back  one-­‐‑third,  where  some  young  thugs  had  
spread  themselves  out  intimidatingly,  placing  bets  on  whether  the  
 ȱȱȱȱ ȱ ȱȱȱȱĞȱŗŝȱǯȱȱ
looked  around  at  the  red  noses  and  sullen  expressions,  at  the  rain  
 ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ  ȱ ȱ ¢ǰȱ ¢ȱ ǯȱ-­‐‑
out  giving  himself  time  to  reconsider,  he  pulled  the  vial  out  of  his  
ȱȱ  ȱȱǯ
   The   next  morning   Tim   began   to  wonder   if  maybe  Marty  
 ȂȱȱǯȱȂȱ¢ȱȱ ȱȱȱ
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gled  with  thousands  of  pleasurable  shocks,  and  his  muscles  moved  
ȱȱ ȱȱĚȱĜ¢ǯ
ȱ 




porations,   as   far   as  Tim   could   tell,   spent   all   of   their   time   selling  
ȱȱ ȱĞȱ¢ȱǰȱȱȱ ȱ
ǯȱ ȱȱ ȱ ȱ ¢ǰȱ ȱ ȱ -­‐‑
ȱȱ¢ȱ ȱȱȱȱȱȱǯȱȱȱ
they  ended  up  talking  to  were  mostly  recent  immigrants  with  an  
ȱȱ ȱǯȱȱȱ ȱȂȱȱȱȱ
those  immigrants  up  with  platitudes  and  false  empathy  and  send  
ȱȱȱȱȱȱȱǰȱȱȱǯȱȱ-­‐‑
¢ȱȱȱ ȱȱȱȱ¢ȱǯ
   Today,   though,   everything   about   his   job   was   positively  
¡ǯȱ ȱ ȱ ě¢ǰȱ ¢ǯȱ ȃȱ
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fucking  love  this  country,”  and  his  lips  split  even  wider,  showing  
ȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȱǰȱ ǰȱȱǯ
   That  night,  on   the  ride  home,  he  struggled   to  understand  
ȱ ȱǯȱ
ȱȱǲȱȱ ȱȱȱȱǰȱ
but  he  was  becoming  more  and  more  disconnected  from  his  sur-­‐‑
roundings,   as   though   he   was   swimming   through   a   blissful   fog,  
submerged  in  it  for  minutes  at  a  time,  only  to  emerge  and  discover  





   Later,  as  he  was  brushing  his   teeth,  Tim’s  eyes   fell  on   the  
ȱȱǯȱ
ȱȱȱĚȱȱ ȱȱ ȱȱ ȱȱ
 Ȃȱȱ ȱ ȱ ȱȱǯȱ
ȱȱȱ ȱǰȱ
ȱǰȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ ǯȱȱȱ






tiny  blue  dots,  and  popped  it  in  his  mouth,  while  his  tongue,  com-­‐‑
pletely  against  his  will,  moved  it  to  the  back  of  his  mouth,  where  
ȱȱ¢ȱ  ȱǯ
ȱ ȱ¡ȱ¢ȱȱ¢ȱȱȱ¢ȱ ȱ ǯȱȱ ȱ
ȱ ¢ȱ ȱ ǰȱ ȱ ȱȱȱ ȱȱ ȱȱȱ ǯȱȱ ȱ
¢ȱȱ ȱȱ ǯȱ
ȱ ȱȱȱ-­‐‑








Ȃȱȱ ǯȱ ȃȂȱ ȱ Ȭ ȱ ¢¢ȱ ȱ¡£ȱ -­‐‑
ȱę¢ȱ ȱ ȱȱ£ȱ ȱ ȱ
¡ǯȄȱ	ǰȱ ȱ ȱȱ¢ǵȱ
ȱȱȱȱȱ ȱ





judge  from  her  face  what  outlandish  line  of  bullshit  his  mouth  had  
12 | santa clara review
ȱȱȱ ȱȱ ȱ ¢ǯȱȱȱȱȱȱǰȱĴȱ
ȱȱȱȱȱǯȱȱ ȱȱȱ¢ǰȱȱ-­‐‑


























   Tim’s  life  became  increasingly  kaleidoscopic  as  timeless  pe-­‐‑
ȱȱȱ ȱȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȱǯ
ȱ 
ȱ ȱ Ĵȱȱȱ ȱ ȱ	¢ǯȱ¢ȱ ȱ ȱȱ
ǰȱȱȱȱ¢ȱěǯȱȱȱȱȱ
ȱ ȯȱ ǰȱ Ȭȱ ěȱ ȱ ¢ȱ ȱ ȱ
and  chrome  things,  creatures  from  the  intersection  of  desperation  
ȱǯȱ




































ȱ ȯȱǰȱ ȱȬ¢Ȭȱǰȱ ȱ-­‐‑
ȱ ǯȱ¢ȱȱǯȱȱȱȱȱ¢ȱ
 ȱ ȱǯ
ȱ ȃȱ Ȃȱȱ ȱ ¢ǰȱ ¢ȱ ȱ ȱȱ ǰȄȱ¢ȱ






ȱ ȃ¢ ¢ǰȱ ȱ ¢ȱȂȱĴǰȱ ȱ ¢ȱȱ ȱ
ȱǰȱ ȱ¢ǯȱ ȱǰȱ ȱ ȱ ȱȱ ȱ ȱ ǯȱ ȱ
ȱ ǰȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȯ¢ȱ  Ȃȱ ȱ
ȱ£¢ȱȱ¢ȱ¢ȱȱǯȱ¢ǰȱ ȱȱȱȱ ¢ǯȱ-­‐‑

























ǯȱ ȃ¢ǰȄȱ ȱ ǰȱ ȃ Ȃȱ ȱ ȱ ǯȄȱ ȱ ȱ
burst  open  behind  Tim,  and  two  uniformed  men  pulled  him  up  out  
ȱȱǯȱ¢ȱȱ ǰȱȱ¢ȱ  ȱ¢¢ǰȱ








A  comb–curve  of  ink,  pretending  to  be  hair
ȱȮȱ ȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ
Change–a  few  pennies,  a  dime,  a  quarter,  refund  for  dreams
ȱȱȱȱǰȱȱ 
you  planned  to  bury  things,  let  them  
ȱȱ ¢ȱǯȱȱ
ǯȱȱȱȱ





      ȱȱȱǳȱęȱĞ
ȱ ȱ ȱȱȱěȱȱȱȱȱȱ
ȱ ȱ ȱȱ Ȃȱǳ








to  the  clock’s  deadpan  face,  
ȱ¢ȱȱě
telephone,  shocked  at  the  dump  
overboard  by  what  ifs  
from  that  lovely  canoe  
ȱǯ
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Till Death
claudia barnett |












































































of  your  retirement  account  and  life  insurance,  not  to  mention  
ȱȱȱ¢ȱ¢ȱȱǰȱȂȱȱ¢ȱ ȱȱȱ
titanium  stilts,  with  glass  walls,  umbrellaed  balconies,  and  pearly  
 ȱĚǯȱȱȂȱȱȱ¢ȱǰȱȱȱȱ-­‐‑
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The Wolf Yearling
The  elk  that  eluded  her  as  a  pup
ȱȱĴȱȱȱȱȱȱ¢ǯ
The  lair  she  was  born  one  April  nightfall
 ȱȱȱ¢ȱȱȱǯ
Ȃȱ ȱȱȱȱę
before  yielding  to  human  redolence,




to  his  mouth  as  if  playing  an  invisible











so  enamored  of  him,  so  beautiful
she  takes  his  breath  away  even  as  she  stands





Remember  when  you  were  high  behind  the  house,  
ȱȱȱȱȱ¢ȱę
 ȱ¢ȱȱǯȱȱȱ
thick  foggy  ghosts–and  you  
tapped  ashes  on  the  ground  and  cried  
like  they  were  lost  friends,  whimpered  
 ȱ ¢ȱ ȱ ¢ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ǯȱ ȱ
peeled








Seven  times  she  thumped  out  one  of  us
ȱ ȱȱ£¢ȱȱǯ
ȱ ȱȱĞǰȱ¡ǰȱȱȱ
were  citizens  of  empire,  but  those  given
ȱȱȱȱȱȱǯ
So  much  sense  was  spent  on  what  made  sense,
 ȱȱȱȱ¢ȱȱǯ
That  full  house  had  no  alone  in  it,  our  father
ęȱȱȱȱǰȱ ȱ ȱǯ
Behind  him,  the  charcoal  John  Kennedy  portrait,
and  in  front,  his  fury  if  plates  weren’t  oven-­‐‑




Fish  sticks  like  desiccated  lizards,  God  help  us,  and
Salisbury  steak,  whatever  that  was,  toughened  lovingly,
¢ȱǰȱȱȱěǰȱȱ ȱȱȱǯ
Dad  honed  in  on  what  conformity  called  forth,
but  still  demanded  to  stand  out,  so  he  screwed  up,
ȱǯȱȱ ȱȱȱ
he’d  declaim  at  supper,  yet  never  reading  anything
but  the  paper,  cover  to  cover,  keeping  informed,




Mom  reading  in  the  kitchen,  hectored  past  reason,
couldn’t  reason,  not  with  him,  wouldn’t  come  sit

















She  shuts  her  Updike  and  turns  to  the  big  dish  pile
ȱĚȱȱǰȱȱ¢ȱ
ȱȱȱȱȱȱěȱȱ ȱȱǰ
out  windows  of  the  foundering  house,  running  under
the  doomed,  green  brained  elms,  spreading  out  like  water
ȱȱȱȱȱǰȱȱ ǰȱǰȱǰȱȱǯ
ȱ 
Like  rimless  hats  balanced  over
ȱěȱȱȱǰȱ ȱȱȱȱ
Narrowing  obtains  to  width,  are  
ȱȱ ȱ ȱǯ
ȱ 
















Merciful  god  appears  nowhere
ȱȱȱȱǰȱę¢




Just  and  merciful  god  is  nowhere
And  white  roses  make  an  absence







Then  make  a  thing  like  a  place  and  a  person  like  a  thing  and  a  place  
like  a  childhood  memory  
ȱȱȱȱ¢ǯȱȱȂǯ













Pretend  to  be  an  expert  on  the  inner  hallways  of  your  mind  and,  
under  no  circumstancesǰȱȱȱ¢ȱ ȱǯȱ





ȱ ȱĚĴȱ ȱȱ ¡ȱȱ Ĵȱ ȱȱ
ȱǯ
ȱȱ ȱ ȱ ę££ȱ ȱ ȱ  ¢ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ Ĵȱ
 ȬȱȱȱǷǷǷǷȱ




A Suitcase Full of Badger




in  a  burlap  sack,  the  oily  material  pierced  from  within  by  demonic  
ȱ ȱȱȱ ǯȱȱȱȱ ȱȱǯȱȱȱ
ȱ ȱ¢ȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱǯȱ
   They  slid  it  into  an  old  leather  suitcase,  and  we  all  carried  
ȱȱȱ ȱȱ ¢ȱȱȱęǯȱȱȱȱ
shook  the  suitcase  up,  each  holding  an  end  and  bouncing  it  up  and  
 ȱȱĴȱȱȱȱǯȱǰȱȱȱ ȱǰȱ
unmoving,  either  from  concussion  or  a  silent  resolution  to  wait  for  
ȱȱȱȱȱȱǯȱȱȱȱȱǯȱ
ȱ Ğȱȱ ȱǰȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ ȱ





































ǰȱ ¢ȱ ǰȱ¢ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ Ěȱ ȱ¢ȱ ȱ
ȱȱȱ¢ȱǯȱȱȱȱ ǰȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ
the  metal  bench  seep  through  the  worn  fabric  of  my  jeans,  and  my  
ȱȱ ȱȱǯȱȱȱȱȱ¢ȱęĞ¢Ȭęȱ
ǰȱȱȱȱȱȱǰȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ¢ȱȱ
























story  of  a  man  who   fell   through  a  sinkhole  on   the  surface  of   the  
_VDQWDFODUDUHYLHZ
Five Ways of Looking at a Cave





 ȱǰȱ ȱ ¢ȱ ȱ ȱȱ ǯȱ ȱ ¢ȱ ȱ¡ȱ ȱȱ






   The  unfortunate  man,  in  such  perfect  silence,  had  begun  to  
ȱȱ ȱȱȱȱȱǯȱ
ȱȱȱȱ










a  tour  group  passes  through,  to  maintain  the  pristine  quality  of  the  
untouchable   calcite   deposits,   gypsum   and   dripstone   formations,  
ȱȱǯ
ȱ ȱǰȱȱȱ¢ȱȱȱ ǯȱȱȱ








ǰȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ¢ȱ ȱȱ ǯȱ





along  the  walls,  brushing  free  the  dust  and  feeling  every  bump  as  
it  guided  me   forward,  deeper   inside   the  world,   to  discover  what  
ȱ ȱȱȱȱ¢ǯ
ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ǯȱ ȱ
are  no  mountains,  no  rises  of  land,  no  gaping  entrances  to  suggest  








   The  black  rock  is  part  of  the  story,  the  evidence  of  humans  
ȱ ȱ ȱ ǯȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ¢ȱ ȱ ¢ȱ ȱȱȱ -­‐‑




wondering  to  the  professionals,  the  scientists  and  sanctioned  work-­‐‑
ǯȱȱȱȱȱǰȱ Ȭȱ ¢ȱȱȱ¢ȱȱ
ȱǯȱȱȱȱȱȱǰȱȱ ȱȱȱȱȱȱ¢ȱ
name  to  the  millions  of  other  guests,  placing  my  name  in  a  book  that  
ȱȱ ȱȱǯȱȱȱ¢ȱ¢ǯ
ȱ ȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ-­‐‑
mind  us   to  keep  our  hands   in  our  pockets  and  to  mind  our  chil-­‐‑
ǯȱ¢ȱǷȱȱ Ȭȱȱȱȱȱ¢ȱ
to  form,  and  it  is  our  responsibility,  now  that  we’ve  discovered  it,  
ȱ ȱ ȱ ¢ǯȱȂȱ Ƿȱ ȱ ęȬȬ¢Ȭȱ
soda  straws  hanging  from  the  ceiling  in  tight  clusters,  like  creatures  
ȱȱȱĚǰȱȱȱȱ¢ȱȱ¢ȱȱę-­‐‑
ǯȱȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȱǰȱȱ ȱ ȱ






40 | santa clara review









ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ¢ȱ ȯȱ ȱ ǰȱ
ǰȱȱȱǯȱȱȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȱȱ
and  self-­‐‑reliance,  of  fortitude  of  conscience  and  willpower,  and  of  
a  heroic,  even  miraculous,  escape  from  the  depths  of  the  tomblike  
ǯȱȱȱȱ¢ȱȱǯȱ¢ȱȱȱȱ¢ȱ
aware  of  the  others  to  feel  any  of  the  danger  of  true  isolation  in  this  
ǯȱȱ ȱ ǰȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȱǰȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȱ
¢ȱ¢ǰȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ
ǰȱ ȱȱȱȱȱ ȱ ǯȱ ǰȱ ȱ
ǰȱȱȱȱ ǰȱȱȱ¢ǯ
řǯȱȱ
ȱ  ȱ ȱ¢ȱȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ǰȱ ȱȱ
ȱȱȱȱǯȱȱ ȱȱȱȱ¢ȱ-­‐‑
ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȯȱ ȱ ȱȱ ȱ ȱ
ȱȱȱȱ ǯ









ȱ ȱ ȱ¢ǰȱ ȱ¢ȱȱ ȱȱȱ ȱȱ
had  already  been  discovered  and  collected,  so  on  this  day  the  man  






 ȱ ȱ ȱȱ ȱȱĚȱ ȱ¢ȱ ¢ȱ ȱǯȱ










ǰȱ ¢ȱ ǯȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ¢ȱ ȱ




   The  mummy,  once  encased  in  glass  for  the  touring  public  to  
ǰȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱĜȱȱȱ
ȱǯȱȱ ȱȱ ¢ȱ¢ȱ¢ȱȱȱ ȱȱȱȱ
museum  somewhere  for  the  mildly  interested  to  gawk  at  for  thirty  
ȱȱȱȱȱȱĞȱǯȱȱȱ¢ȱȂȱ¢ȱȱ





ȱ ȱ Ĵȱ ¢ȱ Ĵȱǯȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ǰȱ
 ȱȱȱ£ȱȱȱȱȱȱȱǵȱȱȱ










ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ  ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ Ğȱ ȱ ǰȱ ȱ
ȱǰȱȱȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȱȱȱǯȱ
They  had  had  no  choice  but  to  leave  their  friend  in  the  dark,  never  
ȱȱȱǯȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȱ ¢ȱȱ
ȱǯȱȱȱȱ¢ȱ ȱȱ ȱǯ


























be,  than  normal  cabins,  but  it  may  just  be  the  low  cave  ceiling  and  
ȱ ǯȱȱ ȱ ȱȱ ȱȱ ȱȱ
ȱȱȱǲȱȱȱȱȱȱȱǯȱȱȱ
ȱ ȱ¢ǯȱȱȱȱ  ȱȱȱȱȱȱ
electric  candle  standing  on  a  wooden  table  to  light  the  interior,  and  
on  a  faded  red  towel  lies  a  loaf  of  bread  beside  a  knife  and  a  clay  
ȱȱ ǯȱȱȬȱǰȱ ȱ ȱ¢ȱ-­‐‑
¢ǰȱȱȱȱȱȱȱǯ
ȱ ȱęǰȱ ȱȱȱ ȱ ȱȱ ǰȱȱǯȱ




ȱȱȱȱ ȱȱȱ ¢ǯȱȱ ȱȱȱ
that  they  were  dying,  many  begged  to  leave  the  cave  and  see  the  
sunlight   again,   but   he   encouraged   them   to   stay,   insisting   that   it  
 ȱȱ¢ȱȱĴȱȱȱȱěȱǯȱ
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an  empty  shell  of  what  used  to  be  ¢ǵȱ¢ǰȱȂȱǰȱȱ¢ȱ
ǰȱȱǯȱȱǰȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȱȱ
ȱǰȱȱȱȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȯ¢ȱȱȱ¢ǯ











The  man  who  had  lost  himself  in  the  caves,  whose  sight  had  begun  


















in  the  dark  water,  gliding  seamlessly  just  below  the  surface,  disap-­‐‑
pearing,  and  materializing  once  again  in  imitation  of  the  slow  pat-­‐‑
ȱȱǯȱ¢ȱȱ¢ȱęǰȱȱǰȱȱ¢ȱ
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ǯ
ȱȱȱ¢ȱǰȱȱȱ ǯȱ
First,  even  at  this  hour  we  are  told,  
ȱȱǯȱȱȱȱ 





implies  that  you,  in  the  singular,    
are  prone  to  danger,  as  in  leisurely  
 ȱ ȱȱ¢ǯȱǯȱ
Nobody  has  ever  been  saved  by  pi,  
ȱ¢ȱȱȱȱǯȱ
Numbers  that  cling  closely–  
cholesterol,  weight,  my  social–  




than  they  appear”  was  coined  by  engineers
then  embraced  by  lawyers,  one  group  
understanding  ęǰȱȱȱǰȱ
£ȱȱ¢ȱȱǲȱ













that  we’ll  be  lacking  in  numbers,  
ȱ¢ǯȱȱȱ ȱȱ
sink  in,  hit  close  to  home,  closer  
ȱȱ¢ȱǯȱȱȱ
medicine,  its  preventative  qualities,  
triumphs,  what  ifs,  and  how  do  no  harm  
applies  to  the  woman  about  to  enter    
ȱǯȱȱȱȱ·ǰȱ
















to  help,  or  at  least  to  do  no  harm,  
 ȱȱȱȱęǯȱ














































acrylic, feathers on canvas
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Mark  Arroyo,  Joey  Trombly,  and  Peter  
Do  have  been  playing  music  together  
ȱȱŗŜȱ¢ǯȱȱȱȱ ȱ¢ȱ





months   of   searching,   jazz/pop   singer/songwriter   Jackie  Gage   au-­‐‑
ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱȱ ęȱ
from   the   moment   she   started  
ȱ ȱȱǯȱȱ
Dice   is   currently   working   on  
ȱ ęȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ
 ȱ ȱ ǯȱ ȱ ȱ
online,  add  them  on  Facebook,  













inger   began   to  write   his   own   songs   inspired   by   his   parents   CD  











ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ
ȱ ǰȱȱ
ȱǰȱ ȱȱȱȱȱŘŖŗŖǯȱȱȱȱ-­‐‑
bum,  the  band  reached  out  to  its  fan  base  for  sponsorship  and  was  
greeted  with   an   overwhelming   response   raising   $10,000   towards  
ȱȱǯȱȱǰȱȱ ȱȱ ȱȱȱȱ
 ȱ
ȱȱ ȱ ȱ ȱȱȱȱȱ -­‐‑
ȱȱ ǯ





about  this  island  shrouded  in  mist,  this  sign  is  one  of  the  most  pe-­‐‑
ǰȱǰȱȱ¢ǰȱȱȱȱȱȱǯȱȱ
also  questions  its  purpose,  as  the  whereabouts  of  this  island  have  
remained  undiscovered  for  centuries,  its  location  known  only  to  its  
natives,  an  odd  people,  whose  deity   is  a  blue  colored  misshapen  
 ǯȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȱ
mystical  place  and,  without  much  thought,  decided  to  make  it  their  
ǯȱȱ ȱ ȱ ȱȱȱ ȱ ǵȱȱ ¢ȱ ȱ
ȱȱȱȱȱȱ¢¢ǰȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ ǵȱ
ȱȱĞȱȱȱȱȱȱ ȱȱȱ
ȱȱǯȱǰȱ ȱ ȱȱȱȱȱ ǰȱȱȱȱ
immense  beauty,  but  as  they  explore  the  depths  of  the  island  and  
of  their  own  minds  they  may  discover  that  this  place  is  not  as  they  
ȱǯ
ȱȱ¢ȱǯ
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Spooky Island
   Two   local   artists   of   the   Sacramento   indie/folk   scene   have  














cided  to  create  a  two  man  band  solely  for  the  creation  of  a  MySpace  
ǯȱȱȱȱȱ¢ȱȱȱȱȃȱȬ
ȬȄǯȱȱȱ ȱȱȱǲȱ ¢ȱȱ






 ǯǰȱ ǰȱ £ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ ȱ
ǯ









¢ȱ  is  an  essayist  and  instructor  at  the  University  of  South  
ȱ ȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ ǯȱ
ȱ ȱ
has  appeared  in  journals  like  LIT  Magazine,  ¢ȱ,  and  In-­‐‑
scape.
ȱĴȱrecently  worked  with  Venus  Theatre  Company  to  
develop  her  play  ȱĴ  for  a  staged  reading  at  the  Ken-­‐‑
¢ȱ ǯȱ ȱ ȱ ¢ ȱ ȱȱ ȱ ȱ
¢ǯ
¢ȱȱMy  goal  is  to  go  to  medical  school  but  sometimes  
ȱȱǯȱȱȱȱ ȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱȱ
ȱȱȱ¢ȱǯȱ	Ĵȱ¡ȱȱǯ





friend  Mikhail  and  friend  Shelley  for  their  encouragement  and  pas-­‐‑
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Now accepting !ction, non-!ction, poetry, and art.
Folio
A Literary Journal at American University
http://american.edu/cas/literature/folio/
Hawai‘i Pacific Review
An annual literary magazine publishing
outstanding poetry, fiction, and personal essays
by authors from Hawai‘i, the mainland,
and around the world.
Individual subscriptions
$8.95 for current issue t $16.00 for two issues
$22.00 for three issues
Institutional subscriptions
$10.00 for current issue t $18.00 for two issues
$25.00 for three issues
Best of the Decade, 1986-1996 (double issue)
$10.00
Best of the Decade, 1997-2007 (double issue)
$10.00
All other back issues
$5.00
Manuscripts accepted
September 1 through December 31
Patrice Wilson, Ph.D., Editor
Hawai‘i Pacific Review
Hawai‘ i Pacific University




A Journal of Literature and Art
Phoebe is a nonpro!t literary journal edited and produced by students of the MFA 
program at George Mason University. We welcome submissions of !ction, poetry, 
non!ction, and artwork via our website or traditional mail. Our reading period is 
August 15 to April 15. 
Our subscription rate is $12 for one year or $20 for two years. Individual issues are 
available for $6 and back issues for $4. 
Phoebe sponsors annual contests in poetry and !ction ($1000 prize and publication) 
and an inaugural non!ction contest ($250 and publication) in 2010. 
For complete contest and submission guidelines, please visit our website: 
http://phoebejournal.com.
orn
Phoebe, MSN 2C5
George Mason University
4400 University Drive
Fairfax, VA 22030-4444
phoebe@gmu.edu
http://phoebejournal.com
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